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But by the time they had gotten almost to their
destination he began to take hope again. Sailing
up the St. Lawrence the ship suddenly struck a
rock and began to sink. All the passengers were
put in boats and sent to shore. When once there
Lord McCullough remembered his valuable
papers and returned to get them. But he never
left the ship. She sank before he had time to
leave and he and the papers went to the bottom
together..
"The mother and the boy, Robert, lived in the
settlement for several years and he grew to be a
fine spirited lad. There they endured all the trials
of the early settlers, bravely and uncomplain-
ingly. The Indians were giving much trouble
and one night they attacked the settlement. The
mother was scalped and left for dead. The In-
dians, after they had done all the harm they could,
returned to their camp, four hundred miles north,
taking with them four boys from the settlement,
among them Robert. Here for several months
the boys were kept.
"Finally they could stand it no longer and un-
der Robert's leadership began making plans for
their escape. Little by little they gathered to-
gether provisions, hiding them in a small cave, al-
ways planning, scheming, plotting for a way to
escape. And at last one dark night they managed
to slip away with their provisions, determined to
do the four hundred miles and reach home safely.
It was late fall, Anne, and very cold. It took
bravery to face the dangers of the journey, but
they went right ahead. They made the first two
hundred miles and then two of the boys gave out.
There seemed nothing else to do, so dividing up
the provisions, the other two went on. Robert
was one of the two still able to travel. At length,
after weeks of privation and cold, they reached
home completely worn out. Here, to his great
joy, Robert found his mother had not died as he
had thought but gotten quite well again. A res-
cueing party was sent back for the two boys and
they soon recovered from their exposure and ex-
haustion.
"The boy Robert, Anne, grew to be a man, one
of the kind who have made our country great.
Lady Anne McCullough, this boy was your great-
great-great-grandfather !''
I gazed at the Captain with my mouth open. I
simply could not say a word.
"Yes," mused the Captain, "somewhere in
Scotland is an immense estate waiting for you,
Anne dear, but you will never have it. All the
papers which prove your claims went to the bot-